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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

ORIZABA 

Is it long to Orizaba? 

Have I far to go? 
When I ask the carrier-pigeons. 

They don't know. 

There's a mountain I am seeking, 
Feathered all with snow. 

When I ask the valley orchids, 
They don't know. 

Like an orchid pale and folded, 

Like a snowy bird, 
That's the mountain I am seeking: 

Have you heard? 

You can see it on the sunrise 
When the clear winds blow. 

Is it far to Orizaba, 
Do you know? 

AMECAMECA 

I climb the sacred hillside 
Up through the evening blue: 

The ancient steps are silvered 
By starlight and the dew. 

And if the gray church vanish, 
My soul may worship still, 
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For God has hung the Southern Cross 
Above the kneeling hill. 

VERA CRUZ 

I see them in the storm-washed light, 

Like ebony against the sand ; 
The wrecks of ships lost long ago 

From many a mellow land. 

Oh, may the sand soon cover them, 
And all their sorrow be unlearned! 

They are too like those dreams of mine 
That nevermore returned. 

SAN LUIS POTOSI 

Oh, for the comet's trail 

Across the purple sky, 
So far we could not hear 

The glory rushing by! 

It will not come again 

For more than ninety years, 
When we shall have forgotten 

All our tears! 

Grace Hazard Conkling 
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